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	1. Foreward

FOREWORD

**A Note From the Author**

I **do **own all of the characters from the Halo franchise, and Halo itself. Yes. I made it up. It was all me, and I'll be damned if I'm going to hide in the shadows any longer. I shall hereafter be known as the Creator of Halo, and I hereby take my rightful place as its creator. No longer shall I await monthly royalties of Pesos from Bungie in order to feed my starving family of cats! O hark, o hear (Note: how thin and clear, and thinner, clearer, farther going) you lowly scallywags at Bungie, for I am Forerunner—all your base are belonging to me!

But what I mean to say is: really? How important is this Author's Note that says I don't own the franchise for which I'm writing? Is it not already made abundantly obvious (perhaps by the very fact that I'm posting on ) that I don't own the series that I'm writing about? Don't you think if I owned it I would be doing something a little better with my time? Like, oh—I don't know: chasing down hobos in my Ferrari because (other than killing a hooker just to feel the life leave her body—which I could do, because I would have So. Much._ MONEY_), other than it being the only thing that makes me feel alive again, I've already made so much money using this franchise for better purposes than poorly written fanfics?* Don't you think if I owned it I'd be publishing and capitalizing on it, not just making word doodles?Do we really need to make a disclaimer for the obvious fact that we don't own the series on which we're basing these, aptly named, "fanfics"? (It's even called a _fan_fic. How is this not getting through?)

Well, no—not this time. If you can't figure out who doesn't own the proprietorship to this franchise, then you're obviously too incompetent to be reading on your spare time. Why don't you just go play Lawn Darts or something? Huh? Would you like that? I bet you like playing with sharp, pointy things, don't you? I'm sure they'll even let you be goalie this time.

Look, here's the deal, Chuck—name's not Chuck, you say? Lovely: you shall hereafter be known as Susana Guildenstern, Mighty Princess of the Hubagalow People, Peace Be Upon Her and Her Bonnet Until The World's Ending—: Susana, how about we agree that you don't put up these stupid author's notes telling people that you're not the rightful owner to the franchise? They can figure that part out, I'm pretty sure. You just concentrate on the storytelling.

And if you're still reading this, not because you enjoy being insulted and not because you find it humourous, but because you still haven't _quite_ figured out what I'm trying to say, then have I got some swampland in the Kingdom of Reuben to sell to you!

*All fanfics are poorly written, even this one. It doesn't mean they're not enjoyable, but there are no Tolstoys, Eliots, Austens, or Plaths amongst the myriad of fanfic writers; there are simply those who write trash, and those who write enjoyable trash (so there may be a few Tolstoys after all—oh snaps, did I just go there? Yes. I most certainly did.)


	2. Preface

PREFACE

This is a story about the Halo universe and characters. This is not, however, a story about guns, their sounds, and/or the general carnage associated with Halo. That's not to say that it's not without its guns and carnage—but it is definitely not about war and destruction, but rather about actually telling the story that I want to tell, and not giving a blow-by-blow account of some futuristic battle. If you've come for explosions, and bitchin' CGI, I should warn you that the budget has been yoinked and all I've been left with is a sub-par story, equivalent to one mediocre porn script. (Note: As of October 27th, the porn has been yanked; it's just a sub-par story now.)

Where I can, I'll appeal to the animalistic nature of the pre-teen boys most likely to frequent these forums by enlisting the aid of explosions large enough to rival that of the Death Star, but all in all, you may find yourself wandering the CGI desert in search of an exploding oasis that seems to be forever on the horizon.

And yes—that was a metaphor. And yes—more narrative devices will follow.

It should also be noted that this is a story that is being worked on in hopes of completing NaNoWriMo. Updates will be fast and dirty, and all pretences of editing will be thrown to the wind in order to complete the 50,000 word deadline on time. I can't promise an update a day, but I do have a word budget for each day (I think it's about 1660 words a day, for 30 days, or something close to that)—so the story will be worked on daily, even if I have to adopt a kitten to keep me awake at night.

I, however, don't hold any delusions about how well this story will be received. The audience it is directed at will most likely never see it, and I'm okay with that. This is out there just because it needed to go somewhere—and because I do enjoy people telling me good things.

As I'm not allowed to start writing until November 1st, the first update will not come until November 1st, or else early in the morning of November 2nd. I may have some adrenaline going and get a couple chapters done that day, but I highly doubt it. Expect updates to be sporadic and overwhelming on weekends as I buckle down to work, and then slower during the week while I'm pursuing my studies.

Enjoy the story, when it arrives.


End file.
